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but their doors were found locked; they had fled in
terror. A death-like silence prevailed in the palace.
The little Dauphin stood with his face pressed against
the window-pane, looking anxiously up the Avenue de
Paris, eagerly awaiting his father's return. " Why,"
he asked, "why should they hurt papa? he is so
good."

At last, at about ten o'clock, carriage wheels were
heard. It was the King, coming back safe and sound,
pleased with the day and contented with his people.
Marie Antoinette uttered a cry of joy, and ran to
meet her husband. On the steps of the marble stair-
case they fell into each other's arms. Versailles was
full of rejoicing; the crowd, carrying branches of
trees, in token of its delight, made its way into the
palace courtyard. The King appeared twice, with
his family, on the balcony, in answer to the cheers
and applause. He kept repeating, as he recounted
the events of the day: "Happily, not a drop of
blood was shed. I swear that not a drop of French
blood shall ever be shed by my orders."

In short, the courage, the generosity, the kindness
of the King had been admirable; but something
more was needed to direct the masses. If they were
not held in awe by force, their hearts softened but for
a moment, to resume speedily their violent passions.
Louis XVI. deceived himself when he thought that
he had tamed the savage monster by his gentle looks;
the next day it was to roar again.